ioo         THE CALL OF THE WORLD

that showed the hoar leaves in the glassy water/'
exactly as fair Ophelia found its prototype that
afternoon when she came to it " with fantastic gar-
lands of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long
purples " and clambered on a pendent bough to
hang her coronet of weeds with such tragic result.

It was still light when we returned from the river,
and later on, when we dressed and came down, we
found a superb limousine waiting to take us to " Ye
Crofte " of " Rychard Mason." We soon came in
sight of the beleaved, beflowered front of the old
croft and a minute later I found myself in the
presence of the most out-of-the-ordinary and
certainly the most intensely living personality that
I have ever come across. Her exuberance of spirits
was all the more remarkable when one noticed that
she was neither slight of build nor in the prime of
life. Nor was this extraordinary agility merely
external, for a glance at her searching eyes and
animated countenance bore out the same fact and
made it all too evident that it was no ordinary soul
that inspirited them. Buffon somewhere says, " le
style est Vhomme m&me" Here, 1 said to myself, was
its living exempilification. She received me with
both hands extended, asked me all about my books,
and said she did not agree with my last as she
believed in free-will. The conversation then turned
over her books and I said one night six years ago
when I had been cruising on the Norwegian Fjords
and up in the Land of the 'Midnight Sun, the skies
were aflame with the red and purple and gold of the
midnight-sun and from an unseen quarter there